"Get to hell on back yonder, Deacon,," Bayard
answered^ "and bring me Hub about two dollars5
worth of ham and eggs."

Later they returned for the jug in BayarcFs
Bayard aiic| Hub and a third young man9 freight agent
at the railway station^ with three negroes and a bull
fiddle in the rear seat. But they drove no farther than
the edge of the field above the house and stopped there
while Hub went on afoot down the sandy road toward
the barn. The nioon stood pale and cold overhead, and
on all sides insects shrilled In the dusty undergrowth.
In the rear seat the negroes murmured among them-
selves,

"Fine night/5 Mitch, the freight agentf suggested*
Bayard made no reply. He smoked moodily, his head
closely helmeted in Its white bandage. Moon and In-
sects were one^ audible and visible, dimensionless and
without source*

After a while Hub materialized against the dis-
solving vagueness ol the roads crowned by the silver
slant of his hat^ and he came up and swung the jug
on to the door and removed the stopper* Mitch passed
It to Bayard.

"Drink," Bayard said^ and Mitch did so* The others
drank,

"We ainst got nothin* for the niggers to drink out
of/5 Hub said*

"That's so/9 Mitch agreed* He turned in his seat.
"AIn5t one of you boys got a cup or something?" The
negroes murmured agalns questioning one another In
mellow consternation*

"Wait," Bayard said. He got out and lifted the hood
and removed the cap from the breather-pipe. "It'll
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